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Hey Vox, 


DPve read your ine one or two times, 
and whenever I check the “letters” section, 
it’s always transparent. You guys do write all 
of your own letters, don’t you? 


Sincerely, 


Gerald H. Slydon 


Gerald, 


All of our letters are, actually, mere simu- 
lacra, indvestible from the meaning that 
they have taken on and unable to be “inter- 
preted” as such nor destroyed. And, obvi- 
ously, when nobody reads, nobody writes. 
However, we do enjoy concocting elaborate 
traps of logic for ourselves to get out of. It’s 
a bit like masturbating with your left hand, 
bul its what we do. 


The Vox 


Vox, 


Where haye you been? Why do you even 
bother anymore? Where’s Rob? 


Sincerely, 


Jack 


Jack, 


As far as we know, Kob’s at home, sleeping 
on a stack of filthy, unread Vox-es, That’s 
why, if youll notice, the new Vox’s ramblings 
sound less like a disgruntled mechanic’s di- 
ary and more like an alcoholic high-school 
teacher who moved to England and adopted 
one of those strong-jawed British accents 
that are obyiously fake, just to escape the 
burden of the children he doesn’t love. 


We've been in England. We don’ know why 
we bother anymore. 


The Vox 


No matter what you may believe, the Vox would love for you to send us a 
letter. So please do. 


vox @wtul.fm 
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Letters from the Editors 


the Vox 


Vox fans. 

It’s that time of year again. 
Maileating, cold beers, your unele half- 
naked outside of his Winnebago, and 
the Vox. Indeed, just as the leaves are 
turning somewhere, so are our little 
brains turning and churning to bring 
vou the finest in print mfotainment, 
Think of us as the cable news channel 
of independent musie, Vox-Fox, 
coincidence? No, Not hardly, Not ifwe 
can help it. 

Now, you might think this makes 
us less credible. We agree, but mainty 
because we thought you said “ineredible”™ 
and we are second only to the Pope in 
the lore of our own infallibility, Tn this 
issue, we will feature the same stuff that 
youre used to, but also, stuff you're not. 
lor instanee, filler. Were much more in 
support of filler, So enjoy blank pages 
where you can doodle, or open space 
where you can take notes whilst you 
watch Food Network. 

So drag your ass off the couch, 
rab a foam °/ t? pointy finger, crack your 
Bibles (for reference), liek those thumbs 
and trail your nose through this awful 
cumstain we're proud to call a magazine. 
By God, this is America. 

Tugs and Kisses, 


Kditor Phil 


Hey Yall - 


The Vox is back and WTUL is alive and kicking! The station had an awesome summer, which culminated with 
a fun show at the Howlin Wolf. We are well into our fall schedule, which you'll find on page four of this lovely 


thi dear readers, 

What's that? Remodeling? Ol! Why 
thank you for noticing. Yes we decided that 
pink was so last season and decided to go 
with a crazy amalgimation of “post” things 
instead. 

While horribly delayed, this issue was 
in the works since this summer, It did get 
thrown a bit off track, but in the end, it ap- 
pears to have worked out well. 

Our “post-” issue has become a™post- 
Ivan” issue due to a missed print date and 
an impromptu trip to Missouri and Missis- 
sipi, Due to our minor theme change, Pm 
sorry, but [do not think you will still be 
able to hand this inas your final thesis for 
your modern english lit class anymore, 

Instead, T hope this acts as entertam- 
ment for those hours of Rue “studying” that 
we all try to partake in once and awhile. | 
myself, cant wait to get back to my knitting 
and my reading of Yeates. Wish me luck 
With my new mohair sweater! (and if you 
eontribute next issue, PI knit you one too! 
NOX! 


Kditor Kristin 


issuc. Other than shutting down briefly for the Ivan scare everything has been running smoothly and we've 
even had the chance to purchase some new equipment! We've got a ton.of new albums at the station, a fine 
selection of which ave reviewed in the pages of this very magazine. A big thank you to the new Vox editors, 
Kristin and Phil, and the Vox Business Editor, Lynn and everyone else who helped out with this issue. Now get 


reading! Luv, Amy Goldfine General 


Manager 


and Resident Crazy Bitch 
1 
Contact us! 
WTUTL New Orleans. 915kM 
Iuilane University 
New Orleans. LX 7OEL8-5555 
Office: 504. 865-5887 
Studio: 504.865-5885 


http:Awtal.fin 


Disclaimer: We reserve the right to publish any mail sent toVON@W TEL LEM 


Second Disclaimer: The opmions expressed tn this magazine do not represent those of WELL New Orleans. or of Tulane 


University. Really. we dont even like Tilane: we just go here, We think they take too much of our money and kioek too many build 


ings down. 


EDITORS 


Kristin Lekli 
Phil Rollins 


BUISNESS 


Lynn “get down to 


business” Kelly 


PRODUCTION 


Kristin Lekki 
Phil Rollins 
Ali Mills 
Sarah Rodriguez 


CONTRIBUTING 


WRITERS 


Duncan Edwards 
Jazz Pilgrim 
Lynn Kelly 
Kristin Lekki 
Phil Rollins 
Ryan Sullivant 


DISTRIBUTION 


Kristin Lekki 
Phil Rollins 
Sarah Rodriguez 
Lynn Kelly 
some new 
apprentices 


and Scott Cowen, 
no, wait...just kidding 
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“Tragic Girls End Up Like’ 


1ot artichoke-spinach dip 


-8.0z cream cheese 

-2 cups whole milk 

-3/4 dried parmesean 

-1 small red bell pepper 

/-1 small onion,diced. 

|-2 cloves of garlic,sminced 

-10 0z frozen chopped spinach, thawed and drained 
-2 1507 can artichoke hearts,drained and diced 
-salt,peppenvegetable oil or cooking spray 


. sautee onion and eee and bell pepper until, onion ia 


translucent 

2. mix veggies, mae. and cheese 

| 3. put mixture in an oiled glass baking dish and Hie a 
375degrees for 45. ; a 
“minutes 

| 4. serve hot with pita or tortilla chips. 


The Vox. 
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The Vision Festival: Dispatch 
Free and Improvised Musics in NYC 


by The Jazz Pilgrim 


Point blank: from an unscientific, passionately partisan 
position, | swear that if you are a fan of “Free” and/or “Improvised” 
music, there is no better celebration of the art in the continental 
United States than the “Vision Festival”. This does not mean 
that it’s the biggest or the only instance of a festival devoted to 
this art, but it is rather a judgment about the quality of music 
heard in this situation from ears attuned, experienced in the 
area since the early seventies. What happens at the place is 
the fulfillment, the continuation, the expansion of a uniquely 
American art form that has never had an easy time in the land of 
its birth, The “Place”, 268 Mulberry, is two blocks down Bleecker 
off Bowery. Rhe largest, most recognizable landmark before the 
real downtown, Astor Place. It’s got a huge Barnes and Noble, two 
Starbucks within a block of each other that are always crowded, 
and St. Mark’s bookstore. Down one street is the legendary 
Joseph Papp Theater, down the other are the offices of the Village 
Voice. Once you hit the Bowery, for music aficionados, there is 
one of, if not the best, record store in the country (certainly for 
improvised music): The DownTown Music Gallery. Across the 
street and a block down is CBGB’s Lounge, where punk rock 
started. A couple of blocks to the right is the Time Café, where the 
current Mingus Big Band held court for years. | am speaking as 
a tourist of sort in disguise, who finds his element, for real locals 
this landseape is not noteworthy, it could be compared (but on 
a much larger seale) to moving up Decatur to Frenchman street. 


Mulberry is to the left off Bleecker, directly opposite the 
Bleecker Street Theater, the street it’s on actually dead ends at the 
Theater. You'll miss it if you blink; | did several times. You have 
maybe 200, 250 chairs and SRO afterwards in the “Place” once 
you get there - gymnasium temporarily converted, mostly by the 
addition of a stage upfront, a corner in the back with old folding 
tables for merchandise, another corner with the same old worn 
tables for the sound guys. At one side of the stage is a small kiosk 
for homemade sandwiches, homemade soup, and bottled beer 
rushed in daily from the closest grocery. On the other side, the 
door to the stage, ostensibly, the artisU’s entrance during the event 
that leads to the stage and to an alcove up some difficult stairs, 
no larger than a nice restaurant’s bathroom, is where they wait, 
sometimes change, grab some private time, The two basketball 
goals are drawn up onto the roof of the room, draped in cloth 
to enhance the transformation. The room is aglow with dark rich 
colors: burgundy, aquamarine, deep greens and a full range of 
shades of browns and blacks. The performance space looks warm 
and lived in, it is intentional, it is inviting. It says, “Relax, stay 
awhile, take your shoes off.” You can leave your bag on your chair, 
go outside, take a smoke and, surprise, return to an undisturbed 
bag (maybe I’m lucky, but who said New Yorkers were sharks?) The 
room says we are all adults here who share a privileged opportunity. 


The walls are tastefully adorned with jazz related arts and 
crafts, and there is a table where a short bearded German man 
in jeans and waist coat, with a welcoming smile and makeshift 
drafting table for the past two years has panted through the 
evening (5 or more hours, for 9 days) original live interpretations 
of the events, another kind of improvisation. One more table on 
the side for T-shirts, miscellaneous goods. This is no fairgrounds 
scene. Bring in your own water, bring in a sandwich, a salad, etc 
but be diserete, dispose of your perishables afterwards. You may 
even be asked to help clear up the place, fold up a few chairs as 
you leave, stack them against the wall. You may want to volunteer, 
stay after the evening’s event, go up to one of the comfortably 
dressed organizers and let them know. They are right there, they 


° 
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live here, formality is, indeed, discouraged. Who said New Yorker's 
were inhospitable? This is downtown, where real people live. 


It is a refreshingly bare, stripped-down, no-frills minimum 
which is not at all a reflection of a poverty, but an unpretentious 
richness, an earthy pride,an embarrassment of riches ultimately long 
past the need for distracting bells and whistles, long past justifying 
itself to anyone and anything. For those who remember back in 
the day, back in Congo square, the dream, the affirmation of the 
community spirit has not died or left the world, its just that we aren’t 
the only one’s who know how to do it; its called “The Vision Festival”, 


Nearly 150 musicians over 7 nights between May 25 and May 
31, music for a “Vision for a Just World” including a Memorial Day 
tribute to the memory of Peter Kowald and Wilber Morris. Five 
sets of live improvised music the quality and the likes of which you 
will see nowhere else in this country. You can get a complete list of 
all the shows on the www.visionfestival.org site. It is another world 
one has stepped into, one Ken Burns’ academically long overdue 
synopsis of the early history of jazz stopped before it got to. The 


_ continuum is, however, nonetheless clear if one is paying attention 


as these musicians testify to in their reverential invocation 
through the art; the life of improvisation to those who have come 
and gone before them and live on into the future with every note. 
To witness this is to come away certain of the future of this music. 


After the breakthrough in modal Jazz of the Coltrane era in , 
the mid sixties, the rise of rock and roll obscured the wellsprings of 
creativity, the synthesis occurring within the jazz continuum that 
was nonetheless overflowing with creative energy. One would need 
to dig into the Loft scene in lower Manhattan that begin in the late 
sixties, and early seventies, lead in part by people like Sam Rivers 
(still out there and going strong - even now in his seventies) who 
made a performance space of his loft home. One would need to dig 
into the contributions of Hamitet Bluiett (who did the same), Carla 
Bley’s promotion of jazz through the improvisers’ collective and 
her own Watt Works label out of that period. This is the world that 
a young William Parker grew up in to join Cecil Taylor and Jimmy 
Lyons for nearly ten years as a side man, where he came into 
contact with Alan Sliva, Henry Grimes, Sirone, all to one extent 
or another established journeyman at the time, all his teachers 
(student and teachers got together on the last night in a feast of 
bass desires tipping their hat to the dear departed Peter Kowald). 


One would need to dig into the pervasive influence of the 
AACM (Association For The Advancement Of Creative Musicians) 
out of Chicago that brought improvisers from the Midwest and 
east coast together, that supported and nurtured the World Sax 
Quartet, the Art Ensemble Of Chicago, Henry Threadgill, Anthony 
Braxton, etc. The Vision Festival continues this tradition, expands 
on this still vital taproot, Mark Dresser a strong presence this 
year at the festival (longtime member of Braxton’s ensembles), 
Joseph Jarman goes back to the AACM, another strong presence 
this year, Fred Anderson Malachi Favors at the Vision Festival a 
few years ago when it was at the Knitting Factory, both founding 
members of the AACM. Myra Melford this year, coming out of 
the Midwest and the AACM tradition and sphere of influence. 
The connections, the cross fertilization and synthesis is protean 
and impossible to exhaustively document but is in sore need of 
a history: one cannot appreciate the phenomena occurring here 
without some context; it is a living church, a mystery school, still 
for the most part unrecognized in its country of origin. It is a 
gospel (good news) circuit still going strong that deserves more 


respect than it gets. It also deserves its privacy and space, it is 
—I have heard said- the only musician-run festival in the country, 
one of the only in the world. It is one that, I suspect, appreciates 
its relative obscurity: while it would still welcome more full 
houses than it gets, it does not want to move. Most volunteers 
I spoke to unpretentiously refer to it as a “little local festival.” 


This having been my third trip to the source, we were 
particularly pleased at the abundance of young musicians, 
practitioners of the art establishing a presence. Japanese musicians 
where in abundance (Kyoko Kitarnura on vocals and Yayoi Lkawa on 
piano with the Reggie Workman Ashanti’s Message, Michiyo Yagi 
on koto with Ned Rothenberg and Mark Dresser), young and old 
artists from Germany (a fetching Moo Lohkernn with the “Cooper- 
Moore Triptych Myth, Conrad Bauer, Gunter “Baby” Sommer and 
the great Barre Philips as a trio), Chinese musicians (Xu Feng Xia 
on guzheng with Gunda Gottschalk on violin, more and more 
women making a stand instrumentally, not to mention the woman 
at the center of this festival, its director, the dancer, vocalist and 
performer in her on right with her trope “Panic”, Patricia Nicholson, 
the wife of that giant of the bass and multi instrumentalist William 
Parker. She is an unpretentious dervish through the seven days, 
running from across the street with beer, greeting old friends at 
the musicians’ entrance, promoting artwork for sale between sets, 
rolling out the heavy plastic slats at the door when it starts to rain, 
improvising on how to have the scheduled talk on “The Artist’s 
Role in Waging Peace” somewhere in the “Place” while sound 
checks are going on for the night’s show. Nine years ago she and 
William started the festival with something like 3 or 4 thousand, 
The budget is somewhere in the sixties now but hardly a gravy train. 


It was wonderful to see the resurrected Henry Grimes, a 
hero of Parker’s. An infinitely versatile bass player who disappeared 
from the jazz scene over 30 years ago and was rediscovered, 
destitute, living in a hotel in California in 2000. William Parker 
sent him a bass in 2002 and he has been going strong every sense 
appearing in the last two Vision Festivals and all around New 
York. In this 2004 festival he showed up on day two with Marilyn 
Crispell (maybe the most inspired improviser the New York city/ 
state scene has produced in twenty years) on piano and the great 
old pro Andrew Cyrille on drums as the Henry Grimes trio and, 
to close out the Festival, in the William Parker Bass Quartet with 
Alan Silva, Sirone, Parker and Grimes (someone points out that 
these guys are all ex-Cecil Taylor bass players). One of the most 
raucous and lively sets was performed by the Milford Graves 
‘Trio. Graves has been, since the sixties, a musician’s musician, 
but has recorded very litte while working with Ayler, with the 
New York Art Quartet, in drum ensembles with Cyrille and Don 
Moye, Kenny Clarke and more. Graves looks to be in his mid to 
late fifties now and seemed to want to make a point about stamina 
and physical prowess in general for his generation. He did so by, 
among other things, playing some of the most intense drumming 
I’ve heard in-between picking up and carrying Parker around the 
stage at limes, performing a kind of contortionists dance with 
several younger men and jumping off the stage and grabbing 
some adventurous member of the audience and _ alternately 
tossing and twirling the man around on his back within the set. 


Lawrence “Butch” Morris is a true visionary who started 
out as a Cornet player. He is the brother of Wilber Morris, one 
of the men this years festival was dedicated to, (the other being 


Peter Kowald). He has over many years developed a new musical, 


language that continues to expand that allows for the combination 
of structured notated music and improvisation now known as 
“Comprovisation”. He refers to the technique as Conduction. 
1 have enjoyed his recorded work for years, work which is 
recognized by such organizations as National Endowment for 
the Arts, the Mary Flagler Cary Trust and others with funding. 
It was a change in speed from many of the other performers - 
but a confirmation of the vitality of the art of improvisation - to 


see his group of mostly young musicians, including vocalists, 
in a live improvisation that incorporated ethnically diverse . 
instruments, a multicultural group of musicians and genre 
bending work that at times sounded like Stravinsky, at times 
like Mingus, at times like gut bucket blues with generous solos 
included. It was one of the highlights of the festival for me. 


We don’t want to appear shamelessly effusive about 
everything here, so although | love most of the work of Joseph 
Jarman, who retired from the Art Ensemble of Chicago to become 
a Buddhist monk but recently returned to performing his spoken 
and sung prayers and poetry that began his set with Leroy Jenkins 
and Myra Melford, did not work for me. This is not to lessen the 
obviously sincere intent of the words but is a purely aesthetic 
judgment from someone who, after all, prefers instrumentals and 
the voices of women, The great playwright (The Dutchman), poet, 
musician and Jazz writer (Blues People: Negro Music in White 
America, etc) Amiri Baraka(Leroi Jones) along with his wife and 
band did a set dedicated to Wilbur Morris and testifying to the 
troubles such musicians and artists have making a living in this 
country. Mr. Baraka’s opposition to the current political climate 
and administration was not a surprise but his | think improvised 
monologue that repeated and insisted on toilet humor and 
metaphor to express outrage seemed not objectionable (one has 
these thoughts) but of questionable worth as public performance. 


This happy memory would not be complete without a few 
lines for the, as far as I’m concerned, biggest discovery in the last few 
years, maybe in the last decade, the highlight of the festival for me. 
My hat is off to Greg Tate and his band of wild cards better known 
as Burnt Sugar. Their performance at the Vision Festival was funky, 
bluesy, and abstract - dripping honey and molasses, It was both 
very Black and very electric guitar intensive. It had a sophisticated 
poetic hip-hop flavor to it. They had several female horn players 
(still too rare an occurrence in the improv world) in principle 
positions. While it is a very Black band in spirit and sound, it is also 
the case that such Black-“ness” is inclusive, indeed omni various 
when it comes to ethnic influences, styles and membership. It was 
a surprise for me to learn that the group has been around since 
1999. Again, an amazing amount of young musicians/educators; 
some crossing over into Lawrence “Butch” Morris’ groups. 


Krom further investigation, the group seems to be a 
multifaceted hub of creative activity through which lots of 
people come and go from the mainstream music world and the 
improvisational world. The group uses several names but the 
collective is the “Burnt Sugar Index” that includes the work of, 
and various group formations of, their main (I don’t think Greg 
Tate would mind me calling) inspiration: the above mentioned 
Lawrence “Butch” Morris. Greg Tate told me he created a band 
that played the music he wanted to hear. | will quote their web 
site for chapter and verse, “Formed in 1999, Burnt Sugar was 
conceived as a contemporary version of Miles Davis’ Bitches Brew 
band, exploring the connective tissue binding jazz, rock, funk, 
twentieth century composition, and African music in a lyrical, 
seductive, exploratory, improvisational manner. “ We wish them 
well on their musical journey within the endless horizon such a 
powerful creative concept gives them. The biggest endorsement | 
can give about “Burnt Sugar, The Arkestra Chamber” is that upon 
returning to N.O., 1 promptly ordered the entire output of the group. 


1 hope to have given some sense of the vital creative 
force and humanity present at this festival. | also hope to have 
inspired some to consider a pilgrimage to the tenth one next 
year certain to be one for the books, and to enjoy improvised 
music more. It is alive and well and living in downtown New York. 
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COMEDY INVASION 


by Phil Rollins 


New Orleans has a lot of clubs. Thusly, on any given night, one must assume that many acts in these clubs are shit. Unfortunately; that shit often 


seems to be stand-up comedy: Many can’t even think “comedy club” without thinking 
However, in this desert of the real, there is Comedy Invasion. A group of young, brash, arr 


“Ut-fitting blazers “or “incredibly lonely Friday night.” 
ant, patronizing, debonair, mysterious, intimidating 


and ultimately inebriated comics, they have pissed off many; if not all, in the local comedy scene. But they have befriended the Vor, actually making 
us look forward to a comedy show or two. We stood up with the boys from Comedy Invasion in the back room of Nick's Bar, following their “High- 
Class Comedy Night”. It was also $1 Rolling Rock night. The tape recorder dont lie... 


Vox: How, exactly did you all get involved in stand-up comedy? 
That doesn’t seem like a hobby thing, to me. Not something you 
just sit around and do. 


Seth Coekfield: | got into it because my brother was doing it. 
Hé discovered...well, he didn’t discover it...but he started doing 


Open Mic at ‘True Brew and about a month later | started doing it. 


I was a lot more into it than he was and he’s quit since then, and 
he been doing it for about three years now. After about a year | 

salized that there really wasn’t a comedy scene geared towards 
avery with my sense of humor so I-decided to create a ¢ omedy 
show that was. And so from then on | was looking for comics that 
I thought were funny...mostly younger comics with a little more 
clever and cutting-edge sense of humor, And it took me a while 
to find Dane and Neal, but I did it. Sean Patton actually jumped 
on board shortly after...but...that was in 2002:,.way before, way 
before |Dane & Neal}. They’re recent additions. And | love the 
Rolling Stones. Neal? 


Neal Stastny: | always wanted to do standup comedy since | was 
young and so | did it when | was in my senior year of high school 
with my friends. Didn’t tell anybody e ‘Ise but them. They: came. 

I did it, | liked it. And, you know, | kept doing it. And so...you 


know...we’re here... 


Dane Faucheaux: Sounds awesome. 


Neal: Yep. With the microphone and such. 
SC: This is the funniest comic in the city. 


NS: No. Laughs. | have more. 


C: Don’t you have big words? 
Those are very little words. 


NS: Vl say big words. 

V: Say “avarice”. 

NS: Some comics have 
avarice...when it comes to,..solid 
gold. 


II: Well played Neal. Well played. 


V: How about you |Dane|? How 
long have you been doing it? 


IF: 1 started doing comedy... 
C: Dane Faucheaux by the way. 
DKF: Oh. ’m Dane Faucheaux. Hi. 


1 started doing comedy about a year and a month ago...it was 
something | always wanted to do. So | went to True "Bre w open 


mic, and | started doing it there and I’ve done it every week since, 


at least at True Brew and other places. And now | run ‘True Brew 
and...1 don’t know...it’s a lot of fun. And | like hanging out with 
Neal. 


V: Everybody does. 
) 


SC: You’re the moderator, man! At{lrue Brew. You don’t run it. 
You're the moderator: 


DF: ’m the moderator of True Brew, apparently. Thats an 
exciting word, Next question. 


\: So about the comedy scene...did it suck before you guy 
8 the. vox 


DIF: No, it was fine without us. 


C: Off the record, it was great. But in reality as we live it, with 
living, breathing vessels... 


DEF: Like, with arm 


C: Yeah.,.it sucked. Three years ago. 


\: So what was it like? Like what are vou guys filling when 
you're coming in here? 


SC: OK. | did True Brew every week and I got booked with... 


joined what is called the C ‘omed)y Crew. It was basically the 


Metarie chapter of the comedy scene and that was all that was 
going on al the time. And what the »y did was they booked shows 
al diffe erent places like in Fat City and al navy bases on the West 


Bank and... 
Laughs 


SC: Yeah...that’s true. As you can imagine, (they) weren’t that 
receptive to comedy, IUs like they sought out the worst places you 
ean do comedy and then they were like, “Yeah, this is perfect.” 
\nd | did that for a while, and | was doing well, and it was like, 
you know what, there’s a whole demographic out there that Lean 
And basically | went to Carrolton Station and asked 
them if they wanted to do monthly comedy, and they were down 
for il. 
and some really brilliant comedy. 


try to reach. 
Ever since then we've had some re rally successful shows 


Things have re ally fell into 
place sinee then. 


ANCOM 


1025. 


C: Like Lincoln Logs. But...it’s not really that apparent...but 
it seems like a lot of the comedy shows, even the ones | don't 
do...have been better over the last two years. 


Laughs 
\: So you've inspired comedy in the city of New Orleans. 

C: Vl go on record and say I’ve inspired people to go oul 
and find their own rooms. Because it’s fucking possible. Dane 


Faueheaux: one of them. 


DF: Before Seth Cockfield every comedy bit in New Orleans 
“What's the deal?” Like. “What's 


started out with the phrase, 


the deal with this hat ’m wearing?” Or “What’s the deal with 
airplanes?” “Hey, aren’t men and women different? What's the 
deal with that?” 

SC: That’s when Paul Reiser was mayor of New Orleans. 

DF: Yes. Then came along Neal the Deal and changed all of that. 
NS: 


Yes: 


DF: Took us away from all that and made us active superhero 
ladies. 


SC: I’m gonna make Neal respond to this. When | saw Neal 
Stastny, | knew that there was potential for people besides me 
and Sean Patton to be funny, Neal? 

NS: Yeah. So | was funny once... 
SC: Funny twice. 

NS: | was funny a couple of times. and then Seth brought us all 
together. And that’s why we have this Nick’s place. And other 
yenucs... 

V: So, Seth is like your father? 

NS: No, no... 

V: In an abstract way... 

NS: Yeah, you know, minus the womb. 

\: Yes, your father’s womb... 

NS: And, you know...the sex... 

SC: The free spirit... 

NS: Yeah, | was at True Brew, you know, they found me. They 
brought me in there. Did a couple of shows with them. It was 
great. 

SC: Understand: me, Dane and Sean.... 

NS: Seth will answer this as if it’s his turn to answer... 

SC: No no...I’m just going to interject...me, Dane and Sean 
{Patton] were basically the only people that thought Neal wasn’t a 
hack, hack meaning someone who copies off of someone else or 
stole comedy. Because he had a delivery that was similar to Mitch 
Hedberg...but every comic, just as every: band, has an influence 
that shows through. Well, he got to open for Mitch Hedberg. 
That’s like Silent Cinema opening up for... 


\: Low. 


SC:...Bonnie “Prince” Billy or yeah, Low. You can print that 
beeause people will get it. 


DF: Like Postal Service opening for Death Cab for Cutie! 


SC: Yeah..,.that’s...kind of like that...but that’s the same thing, isn’t 
it? 


DF: Oh. Nevermind. 


V: Thanks for playing the music rag angle. Now we can actually 
print this; before it was just for my own shits and giggles, 


NS: EVERYBODY LIKES MUSIC EVER! _ 
DI: What’s the deal with that band Muse? 
SC: They suck. 

DF: Oh. That’s the deal with them. 


NS: So, a lot of people got angry at some point when, after | 
opened up for Mitch Hedberg... 


SC: There was a website... 


NS: There was a website and everybody said, “Hey, Neal steals 
material!” And you know what? | don’t. 


V: So we get to break that story. 
NS: Exactly. Exactly. 


DE: Neal has only stolen one thing in his life. He stole one tennis 
ball from K-mart when he was six out of a case of three tennis 
balls. Neal took it...he took the ball home. He made it his pet, 

he named it Stanley and he hung out with it. But that’s the only 
thing Neal has ever stolen. 


SC; But he returned the balls to K-mart and he actually said 
something funny. he said, “I believe | have your balls.” And that 


was the beginning of his stand-up comedy career. 


DIF: When Neal was running for Congress...everyone remembers 
that... 


SC: We're getting off-topic. 
DF: Oh yeah. 


SC; Speaking of Congress...eventually Comedy Invasion started 
doing shows in connection with music... 


V: Yeah, so what do you view as your connection to the local 
music scene? 


SC; There’s really no other connection besides the fact I’m 
friends with them {Silent Cinema}. Besides comedy, music is my 


life...not playing it...but enjoying it, listening to it, appreciating 
ative 

DF: Fuckin it! 

SC:...fucking it. That’s why | approached Micha McKee of Silent 
Cinema if he wanted to do a collaboration show...we called it 
“Clash of the Scenes”. It was self-explanatory. lt was Silent 
Cinema, Glasgow and Tom Violence and myself, Neal Stastny, 
Dane Kaucheaux and Sean Patton...we haven’t mentioned Sean 
Patton enough, by the way. He is the other backbone of Comedy 
Invasion. 

NS: The best ever! 

DF: Sean Patton is trish! 


SC: He’s currently on tour with a variety group. And you can view 
his online journal at www.comedyinyasion.com. 


V: That’s right, we haven’t plugged the website yet. 
SC: Yeah, comedyinvasion.com, There it is. Any upcoming shows, 
Sean’s journal, soon to be a forum for our writings and such as 


soon as it gets redesigned. When I get off my ass to do that... 


V: In addition to, possibly, the Vox, being a forum for your 
writings... 


SC: Oh, no, that’s not possible.,.that’s probable. 

Laughs 

SC: MY EGO IS GETTING BIGGER! 

Laugh 

NS: P-word! P-word! P-word! Connected with other words... 

SC: Like pteradactyl. 

DF; What’s your next question reporter? 

SC: You’re only on question number four, Jesus! 

V: Yeah... think we’re on...no, we got past that. OK. As far as 
you’re concerned, best club in New Orleans for comedy. And we 


have advertisers, so we may have to cut your comments. 


SC: Ok. Well, Carrollton Station has...continued on page 12 
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Cutting Up With Postmodernism 


by Myrna Leticia Enamorado 


I dedicate this article to the fine students of Tulane University. If my article were dedicated to anyone else it 
would be at a loss for truth. In fact, WTUL would be nowhere without the hard work and insatiable craving for 
knowledge that these exceptional students possess. Progression could not be achieved from any lesser institution 
and progressiveness is the rock upon which WTUL has built its station. 


PoMo 


The term postmodernism is used to refer to the blend of 
high brow and low brow culture references in plastic art, 
but the term itself was originally used to name a moyement 
in architecture, Postmodernism can be thought of as the 
collage approach where a new work is produced out of 
many-already existing works, Postmodern artists, architects, 
and musicians value the classical and juxtapose it with what 
is current in life around them; things they see, need, and 
hear in their own world. The result appears jumbled and 
disjointed causing the work’s audience to make sense of 
the varying references a piece is made up of. The notion of 
authorship is problematized. 


Structure 

Modern architecture is understood as the preference of 
novelty over functionality to achieve something singular in 
individuality (read-looks futuristic). Postmodern architects 
rejected modernism in the 1950's and 60's, but it is mostly 
associated with architecture that sprang up in the late 1970's 
through today. These PoMo architects exaggerate classical 
shapes while keeping modern elements of comfort. This 
results in a hybridization of different traditional styles into 
one exceptional structure. You can see PoMo buildings all 
over Las Vegas, but the most famous PoMo installation is in 
our own home in Charles Moore’s Piazza d'Italia on Poydras. 
It opened with neon lights and Moore’s face sculpted into 
one of the columns, but if you walk through it today you 
must sidestep fallen pigeons and friendly hobos. There are 
plans to transform it into a hotel lobby. 

When an artist uses already existing shapes, words, 

and sounds in their own work, their status as author is 
challenged. The references he or she uses must also 
acknowledge the present climate in order to not stagnate in 
the realms of kitseh. It does this by maintaining current. 
In architecture, modern luxuries are kept so that a building 
may wow and flutter. 


Letters 
PoMo writers suffer the biggest dilemma in terms of 
authorship because the issue of plagiarism is so huge. 
Perhaps the writer most questioned for authenticity was 
William S. Burroughs, who penned Naked Lunch while 
high on heroin on tiny seraps of paper he pieced together to 
make essential reading for every coming of age freak. Byron 
Gysin and William S. Burroughs created the cut-up method 
of writing while living in Paris in 1959. They took a page 
out of two books, cut them up and spliced the pieces back 
together in a different order to make a new page creating a 
work often times prophetic in meaning. It was Burroughs, 
indeed, that predicted a sexual virus that would kill billions 
unstoppably. Critics were shocked by Gysin and Burroughs’ 
cut-up approach calling them nothing short of plagiaristic 
hacks, but their retort was that once a work is out there it 
becomes for the public to deal with as they wish. Their 
method yields a new original work and forbidding this 
method is tantamount to censorship. The cut up method is 
now accepted as the most important contribution to non- 
linear writing in contemporary fiction. 


Song 

Postmodernism is perhaps most easily enjoyed through 
music. Many artists use traditional songwriting techniques 
combined with modern tools such as electronic flourishes 
to create a new sound. Much talk has been made of the 
recent folktronica wave of electronic music. Musicians like 
Ogurusu Norihide and the band Animal Collective sing 
songs that could be sung at a campfire with guitar and 
occasional percussion with electronic noises, computerizing 
a low-key, easy sing sound. 

Sull, postmodernism is most evident in foreign music that 
incorporates elements of the native songbook and is also 
influenced by American ye-ye-ye (after “She loves you yeah, 


yeah, yeah”). Luaka Bop, the label run by rocker, David 


Byrne of Talking Heads fame, releases a lot of PoMo music. 
My favorite example of a PoMo musical outfit is by far, 

the 60’s psychedelic rock band, Os Mutantes, from Brazil. 
Luaka Bop issued a compilation of their music with liner 
notes explaining which traditional forms are used called 
Everything is Possible! This is a good introduction to 

them with songs sung in English, Portuguese, Spanish, 

and French. Their style is an amalgamation of something 
uniquely Brazilian and the universal rock and roll of the 
Beatles. But their instrumentation amazes me at every spin. 
Random bird noises, the sounds of plates breaking, a record 
slowly spinning to silence, all give shape to their spectacular 
songbook. 


[ hope this article helps you understand a little more about postmodernism and how we can live better with a collage-y 


approach to art. 
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continued from 12 ...been really good to us going on two years now. 
Open mic-wise, if you want to get into comedy or you want to see 
comedy on a regular basis...like weekly...you go over to True Brew 
Cafe. It’s in the werehouse district right over the corner from 
Howlin’ Wolf. Dane Faucheaux is the moderator... 


NS: MODERATOR! 

SC: ...and a sometimes host. Me and Neal and Sean perform 
there kind of regularly and it’s the place to go if you want to get 
your foot in the door for comedy, If I find you personally funny, 
Vl book you. I’m kind of an egotistical prick that way... 

\: So, this is your personal plaything. 

SC: It is. It is. People can go up there and kill and the audience 
can love you. If | don’t find you funny...it also goes to show that | 


know my audience...if | don’t think my audience... 


V: [to Dane, straining to get a word in| Just punch him [Seth] in 
the face. 


DF: Seth will find no one funny the first seventeen times they do 
comedy. He will think they suck. 


SC: But you know what, | have a good ear for talent. 

Laughs 

SC: I do, | do! And I’m not going to book somebody just because 
people laugh at them. It just depends on how you're doing it, 
what your attitude toward comedy is. If you’re serious about 
comedy and you're funny and | think you'll make my...regular 
audience...our...our regular audience funny...print “our”... 

Laughs 

SC; ...then ll book you. 

DF: The only real requirement to get booked by Seth Cockfield is 
exciting sideburns. That’s all you really need. If you have exciting 
sideburns and/or a goatee, he will probably book you. That means 
you are independent, different and fun. 

\V: Speaking of sideburns, I’ve got a question for Neal because 
you haven’t spoken much tonight. Is there a lot of pressure 
being the sexiest comic in New Orleans? Every time I’ve seen 


you it’s been brought up. 


NS: Well, there’s a whole lot of, like, 25 year old dudes that say 
I’m really sexy. Other than that...one or two ladies. 


DF: Neal is being very modest. Neal has been on the cover of 
Leenbeat, Teen Vogue, Teen Ebony... 


V: Seventeen? 
DF: Seventeen of course. 
SC: He’s been in 7een Seventeen. 


DF: Zen Seventeen and the adult version. Not easy to do both 
covers. 


SC: Teen Swank. 

NS: 1 might not be born yet, | don’t know. 

SC: Teen Barely Legal. Playteen. 

DF: Neal was featured in a teen whale-fishing magazine. 


SC: When he was twelve he was featured in Preteen. And 7éen 
Preteen. 


DF: Neal is a regular columnist for 7igerbeat. He answers 
questions about being beautiful and the confines and constraints 
of being a beautiful person in New Orleans. It’s not an easy thing 
to do, but the Deal does it well. 


NS: So...those are all facts. 
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V: So who is hot right now? 

NS: I guess me. | don’t know. 

DF: Well played. 

NS: And...uh...the Duckman...if 1 may say so. 

V: He’s been hot since the mid-nineties | think. 


DF: The Duckman just lost two toes. He’s in the hospital right 
now. 


NS: He might be the Flamingo Kid. But men say my face is 
formed better than others. But it’s a good face. 


SC: What’s your next question? 


V: Only one more question because we've gotta wrap it 
up...Alien or Predator? 


NS: Predator. 
V: Predator? 
NS: Predator! 
V: Predator. 
SC: Terminator. 
NS: Incorrect. 
DF: Species. 


A digression, wherein “the Predator is an honest man-alien with a 
squished face” is the conclusion. 


SC: I think we should all make final statements. 


\: Yes, something...something memorable and final about 
anything we’ve talked about at all. Or music, because we're a 
music magazine, 


SC: You’re an art magazine as far as I’ve read, the few times I’ve 
read. And comedy is an art. So take comedy seriously. 


It was at this point that the tape ran out, which proves that, if there 
ts a God, he is on the side of the Vox. Or brevity: You might check out 
Seth, Dane, and Neal at True Brew on Tuesdays. You might also learn 
something about them at www.comedyinvasion.com or on bathroom 
walls in dives along St. Charles Ave. You only think I'm kidding. 


The Story of the Post-it 


Ryan Sullivant 


Back in 1968 a 3M scientist came up with a 
formula for a sticky glue that left little to ne residue, 
but couldn’t figure out a practical application for 
this new substance since its adhesive strength 
was so low. Another scientist, Art Fry, often was 
annoyed when his bookmark would fall out of 
his hymnal when he was singing in his church 
choir, so when he found out about his colleague’s 
invention he set out to find out how to best mass- 
produce this glue to make repositionable bookmarks 
and ultimately the notepads which now inhabit 
offices, desks, and refrigerator doors everywhere. 
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ley kids! the vox here. do you niake things thal you'd like 
for us lo look at? | mean, we printa lot of magazines, ard 
when we sav we like something, thal means that a lot of 
people go, “hey, Ulose guys really Tike this, maybe we like tt 
as well.” and then they do like iL. we didn’t ask for this 
power, iL was flung 1 our laps. 


and wilh thal power comes responsibility. 


a responsibility lo you, ty Lell you that we would like you to 
send us things you make. music, bullous, drawings, ele. if 
you wanl Lo send Us something, send us an email at 
vox@wiul.fin and yox2@wtul.fm ‘yes. both of them), and 
we'll give yen the address. 


if we like it, we'll eeeommend if in our magazine, 
and everyhody likes that, 


we ll be talking to you soon. 


oo 
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No PoMo. PoCo. 


Ryan Sullivant 


While not a musical genre as far as I can gather, postcolonialism 
is still post- of which all hipsters should be aware. It has the all- 
important prefix, it is generally regarded as cosmopolitan, and it can be 
truncated to two snappy rhyming syllables, allowing it to be mentioned 
quickly and skillfully in even the most esoteric of conversations. 


PoCo is the movement and body of literature that is written in 
response to Western influences on a region or nation. The term and 
the field of literature and discourse got its start in the 1970’s, receiving 
a big boost from the publication of Edward Said’s Orientalism 
which was a critique of Western portayals of Eastern culture. 


Want a short list of authors to read about or names to drop? Take 
a gander at V.S. Naipaul, Salman Rushdie, Hanif Kureishi, Chinua 
Achebe, Eavan Boland, Zadie Smith, or Isabel Allende if you so choose. 


SATAMIC YER BES 


We y 
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a Imagine There’s Eno Heaven 


by Duncan Edwards 


“I have a wonderful life. I do pretty much what 
I want, and the only real problem I ever have is 
wondering what that is.” 

Eno, 1995 


One day I was carrying a copy of Roxy Music’s “For 
Your Pleasure” LP and it caught the eye of my high 
school coach. No surprise, the cover has Amanda 
Lear in leather with a panther on a leash. Away it was 
". snatched, eyes greedily devoured Amanda and another 
leer unleashed. I feared confiscation on a feeble 
. pretence. Opening up the gatefold section changed 
_ everything, for just as his gaze fell upon the picture 

of Roxy Music so did the coach’s demeanor plummet, 

plainly afflicted with the dead shrimp blues. No 

surprise, for he had glimpsed the group done up as 
futuristic-lip gloss-retro-spaceboy-glam-tarts, Our Brian 
particularly fetching with ostrich feathers sprouting 
from his outfit. Coach Shrimpy shuddered with 
. undisguised disgust and quick as a flash rid himself of 
_ the suddenly undesirable item soiling his hands. Then 


he fled, but not before uttering a single word in an 


uncomprehending mumble: “Eno?” 


Brian Peter George St John le Baptiste de la Salle Eno 
was the son of a postman, and did the job himself for a 
couple of Christmases. His father was passionate about 
mending watches and clocks. Eno has used tapes of 
his alarm clock as a rhythm track. He contributes to 
the Clock Library / Long Now project, check it out at 
www.longnow.org. 


In 1964 he taped the sound of a pen hitting a metal 
lampshade and slowed it down. “The tape recorder is 
still my principal instrument” he would remark two 
decades later. 


Since age 17 Eno has kept notebooks, each containing 
details of a reward for their return if found, in several 
languages. “A Year with Swollen Appendices” Eno’s 
published diary of 1995 gives a possible glimpse of 
the dizzying contents of the notebooks, a list of which 
would take up the remainder of this review. I defy 

anyone to read the diary and not resolve to expand their 
» interests or inner life. I can think of only one person to 

whom I would loan my copy. 


Not that Brain One (his name lends itself to anagrams) 

‘is some dry egghead. His punning silliness is evident 
(witness “Fullness-of Wind” a faux translation from the 
French for side 2 of Discreet Music). 


A pompous shit then? Well, Lester Bangs, author 
_of “Psychotic Reactions and Carburetor Dung”, 
~ himself a man that most would consider a challenge, 
‘recalls a magnificently easy yet incredibly interesting 
“conversation with Eno which ended with a sheepish . 
request for Bangs to introduce him to some “nice girls”. 
Tina Weymouth of King’s Lead Hat, I mean Talking 
Heads, recalls, not Eno’s studio wizardry, his 
innovative approach to production or his sexy lips, but 
' that he did the washing up and noticed she was tired, 
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whereas nobody else in the group ever did. 


In 1970 Eno joined the Portsmouth Sinfonia, an 
orchestra of varying degrees of virtuosity. He couldn’t 
play his instrument (the clarinet), but the Sinfonia could 
do 25 symphonies in a single concert as they only did the 
famous bits. (See Classic FM in the UK and WWNO here 
in New Orleans). 


Eno admits to being both pretentious and a diletente but 
feels that both descriptions will eventually be recognized 
as positive attributes. 


His apparent honesty is very endearing: freely admitting 
to being a “bottoms” man and spending plenty of hours 
using Photoshop to enlarge the rear ends of models. He 
also ponders:”why do some turds float?” and “why do 
Muslims prefer marijuana and Christians alcohol? Do 
the drugs arise from the culture or the culture from the 
drugs?” 


Eno planned something called The Quiet Club decades 
before “chill out” rooms. 


He has made peace with Brian Ferry and considers 
himself a “lapsed atheist” after years of being a “lapsed 
Catholic.” All together now: Aaaaah...bless. 


Hmmm, there are so many possible directions in 

which this piece of writing could go, so much to leave 
out, ?m kind of stuck. Luckily, Eno and Peter Schmidt 
devised a means to deal with creative blockage and other 
process dilemnas called Oblique Strategies. So someone 
struggling to deal with the question: “How to consider 
Eno?” might draw a card at random and follow it’s 
suggestion. The first pack was released in 1975 and the 
Strategies can now be sampled online. 


So Pll invent my own Oblique Strategy: “Don’t leave out 
the obvious.” 


Right: January 18, 1975, Eno is run over by a cab. Whilst 
incapacitated a friend, Judy Nylon, visits and before 
leaving puts on a record of harp music for him. Initially 
irritated that it is playing at low volume, through only one 
functional speaker barely audible over the rain falling 
outside, he eventually submits to the sonic experience. 
This is the birth of ambient music. 


On December 5, 1975 the first four records were released 
on Eno’s Obscure label: “The Sinking of the Titanic” by 
Gavin Bryars, “Ensemble Pieces” by Christopher Hobbs, 
John Adams and Bryars, Eno’s own “Discreet Music”, 


and “New and Rediscovered Musical Instruments” by 
David Toop and Max Eastley. Now, remastered versions 
of his first four post-Roxy solo recordings are released. 
The best of these four records: “Here Come The 

Warm Jets”, “Taking Tiger Mountain By Strategy” and 
“Another Green World” are cultural signposts going 
beyond the sound of the music which I’m not even 
going to describe. Eno’s definition of culture from 1992 
is “ everything you don’t have to do.” 


Eno on the difference between Russian and American 
propaganda: “the Russians never believed any of it.” 


The pop stardom which from the first other-worldly 
bars of “Virginia Plain” was Eno’s for the taking was 
never going to be enough for someone raised on 
doo-wop, The Velvet Underground and Steve Reich. 
Instead it was: ring on the eye-liner, synth, slingbacks 
and the long delay echo system, and point me toward 
architecture, computer science, philosophy, 

sonic soundscaping, video painting, generative music, 
organisational theory and the female form. 


Eno’s has lectured on the Defence industry, arguing 
that it allows governments to funnel funds into 
projects which interest them, like the worldwideweb 
without having to get voter approval, allows the 
myth of free markets to run on while keeping a huge 
command economy hidden, and of course since 
Defence needs enemies, we find them. 


Other than tackling a logistical challenge, I am not 
sure why Eno pissed in Duchamp’s urinal and wonder 
if he is convinced of his own reasoning. 


In 1991 Eno was featured on the BBC Radio’s “Desert 


Confused? Perhaps you shouldn’t 
be. See, Brian Eno’s post-Roxy Mu- 
sic albums, “Another Green World”’, 
“Taking Tiger Mountain (By Stragt- 
egy)’, “Here Come the Warm Jets”, 
and “Before and After Science” 
were all remastered and rereleased 
just a bit ago. So, of course, now is 
as good a time as any to take a look 
back at the career of Brain One and 
his oft-inflated resumé. And as much 
as we’d considred reviewing them, 
we knew it would take a long time. 
If there’s one thing you can always 
count on the Vox for, it’s refusing an 
undertaking of great importance. 


Island Dises.” After resisting the temptation to pick 
eight recordings he disliked but other people loved to 
make life on the island more interesting, he chose Gene 
Chandler, Fela Kuti and Africa 70, Velvet Underground, 
Miles Davis, Bulgarian State Choir, Captain Beefheart, 
Fairuz, and Dorothy Love Coates. He decided against 
taking his favorite novel, Nabakoy’s “Lolita”, instead 
choosing a text by postmodern philosopher Richard 


Rorty. 


In the late 80’s I was being pressured to kind of look 
the other way and not report an incident involving 
domestic violence against a woman and her son, a pupil 
at a very nice and expensive school in rural England. 
While the principal lulled me toward subservient 
whitewash with his commanding, plummy, measured, 
drone of smug certitude, my eye wandered to the wall 
behind his head. Incongrously, there was a framed cover 
of “Taking Tiger Mountain...” which he saw me seeing. 
He knew the game was up. 


Of course the idea of the studio as an instrument was 
of course pioneered by Joe Meek but Eno is responsible 
for the ubiquity of that notion. 


I have recently read two books which Eno 
recommends: Stewart Brand’s “How Buildings Learn: 
what happens after they are built” and Richard Rorty’s 
“Contingency, Irony and Solidarity” the book which 
he chose to bring with him to his desert island. Now I 
know why he is A Neon Rib and I must remain... 


Duncan Edwards 
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An Interview With Phil Elverum 


Of the Microphones/Mount Eerie 


In case you didn’t know, Phil Elverum is the singer/songwriter for The Microphones/Mount Eerie. 


He’s also the sonic genius behind many of K 


and music, simply.’ I 


labelmate 
he’s a phenominally generous touring musician. The Vox talked to Phil abou t 
OW, We were surprised, too. Turns out, anyone who tells you he’s “weir 


irah’s studio pian In addition, 


the road, his plans, 


just doesn’t know what the hell they’re talking about. We found him delightful. 


Vox: Your label, K, seems to have a very communal, 
localized attitude toward the musical process (if this 
isn’t accurate, please do correct me). Do you feel like 
the atmosphere at K, the close working relationships 
with other 

artists there, 

has impacted 

your writing and 
recording process? 


Phil: Yes it has. 

I have a peculiar 
way of being a 
“professional 
musician”. The 
things I value 

in a show ora 
recording are 

not generally 
important to most 
“bands”. These 
ideas probably 
came alot from 
the atmosphere 
of my friends in 
Olympia, and 
most specifically 
from Calvin 
Johnson and Beat 
Happening. There 
is such a history 
of inspiring weird 
stuff there. 


Vox: Any plans/ 
mood/ete. 
developing about 
returning to the studio for an album, or just taking it 
as it comes? 


Phil: I try not to think about it too much. 


Vox: I recently saw the announcement about “P.W. 
Elverum & Sun”. Is this going to function as an outlet 
for “Mount Eerie” and other hatare projects? Is ita 
full-fledged label in its own right? 


Phil: No, it’s not a real label. It’s just an address for me 
to put on my records, which I suppose is all a label is in 
the first place. It’s a name for my “merch table”. 


V: What’s the mood of this tour so far? Anything to 
expect from the shows, aside from the unexpected? Is 
everyone staying well-rested? 


P: | am exhausted. I sleep alot and I am still exhausted. 
I must be aging. The mood is very low key. No 

stunts. Just songs. I am trying this thing where instead 
of doing stunts at the show I do stunts within the words 
of my songs. Psychological stunts. I am aging. 


“THE MICRO PHOMES?! 


V: What is the best pure sound in the world? have you 
tried to record it/thought about recording ees 
this is the 
“favorite 
instrument” 
uestion, but as i 
listen to “mount 
eerie” again, 
I’m reminded of 
the limitations 
implied by that 
question.) 


P: My grandma 
told me that 
when she was 

a little girl in 
North Dakota she 
SWEARS that 
on winter nights 
looking at the 
northern lights 
she could hear a 
eracklin; 

sound. I’ve never 
heard it and I 
don’t think it’s 
true, but the 
fictional sound of 
it is a good pure 
ound. Especially 
coming from my 
grandma. 


V: Fiction or non-fiction? 

P: I like non. 

V: Any new records on heavy rotation at the moment? 
P: The only music I have listened to in the last week 

is Kool Keith. Anything by him. Kool Keith and CBC 
radio. Nothing else. Ever. 

V: Favorite/most agreeable philosopher, if any? 


P: Adrian Orange, song singer of “Thanksgiving”. Smar 
test most agreeable best funniest. 


V: Finally, poem for which you’d most like to write the 
music? 


P: I have already started writing music for the poems 
of “Cold Mountain”, the 1200 year old Chinese hermit, 
na Shan. All of his “songs” are good. I want to do all 
300. 


When Phil played on Sept. 28th, he turned all the lights off and played a significant number of 
songs under 30 seconds. Some people didn’t like that. All in all, that’s a pretty good summation 
of the Microphones/Mount Eerie project. Phil’s recently recorded “Seven New Songs” under the 
Mount Eerie moniker, but that sold out right quick. Good luck finding it. Suckers. 
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Featured Reviews 


Gary Wilson 
Mary Had Brown Hair 
(Stones Throw, 2004) 


So, the story is that 
Gary Wilson. released one 


real album in the | late 
70’s (You Think You Really 
Know Me_ [1977]) _ that 


celebrated a creepy kind of 
permanent adolescence. He 
played a series of gigs around the US that combined 
performance art with a sort of unpolished musicianship 
until he ran out of money, and then he disappeared. A 
couple of years ago, he reappeared in New York City, 
playing to much hipper crowds. That’s what happens 
when you get namedropped by Beck. Or so I hear. 

Mary Had Brown Hair is Wilson’s first release in 
over 20 years, and is probably as anticipated as Brian 
Wilson’s upcoming “first release in x-years” is in certain 
circles. I totally Just made that up right now. I don’t 


know if anyone really cares other than Gary, Peanut . 


Butter Wolf (who produced this album for his Stones 
Throw label, which usually puts out left-field hip- 
hop), and maybe Beck. So I hear. And to be honest, 
I’m pretty sure that Gary doesn’t care if you care. 
Most of the press surrounding this album 
so far has focused on either a) Wilson’s chicness 
amongst white-belted hipsters or b) his own eccentric 
personality. Of course, both of these things do have 
an effect on Wilson’s sound. But is this really just 
“retarded outsider music,” as I first heard it described? 
Emphatically no. This is casio-keyboard funk. It 
is nerdboy soul. It is a bit creepy. And even though one 
might want to ignore all the Becktions (look it up in the 
Becktionary), you really can’t. A lot of the sounds here 
seem to be a marriage of Mellow Gold/Odelay “nothing 
but the kitchen sink” songwriting style with Midnite 
Vultures’ outcast funk. Which is not to say that it is as 
successful as any of those albums (well, probably Mellow 
Gold), but they do make for useful touchstones. The 
opening track, “A Very Small Town” is just the repetition 
of the title followed by a keyboard line. But tracks like 
“Linda Wants to Be Alone” and “Debbie Debbie” make 
good on the aforementioned funk. Granted, it’s funk 
made on your little brother’s keyboard and recorded by 
a psychopath, but it’s funk nonetheless. At times. I mean, 
it is and it isn’t. But...it’s catchy. Catchy and creepy. 
Most of the tracks involve a girl with whom Gary is 
obsessed (either Debbie or Linda: I couldn’t figure out 
who, exactly, was doing what) and, on tracks like “Gary’s 
in the Park,” it can become downright disturbing. In 
reality, if you like the first four tracks, the rest of the 
album will probably do it for you. The sound is unique 
enough to not become stale over the course of the album; 
it helps that most every song has at least one good 
hook. The only song that totally fails is the title track, 
which is a rather pointless and grating sound collage. 
So whether or not you care about being able to 
drop Gary Wilson, or buy a small t-shirt and a white 
belt, this is an album worth’ checking out. If you can 
withstand a bit of cheese, there are a lot of quality 
moments in these songs. Itll make you feel like 
youre a serial rapist teenager again. Delicious. 
-Phil Rollins 
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The Faint 
Wet From Birth 
(Saddle Creek, 
2004) 

If Wet From Birth 
showed up at your 
party, he’d be the 


host’s horny teenage 
brother hitting on 
your friends with all 
the right moves and 
for all the wrong 
reasons. He’s studied hard, learned his moves well but 
you still can’t shake the fact that he is 16 and drunk 
off of one beer. “Too much too fast” you think to 
yourself, stick to what you know. The Faint’s new album 
sounds motivated, but it’s barking up the wrong tree. 

The final album of the Death, Sex, Birth trilogy The 
Faint started with its album Blank Wave Arcade which 
offers up a short but solid collection of tracks sure to 
make your next impromptu dance party worth shaking 
your hips to. Unfortunately, the group was unable to 
make any musical steps forward in the three years it 
took to produce this album. Outside of the criticism that 
music of the 80’s should stay in the 80’s, Wet From Birth 
relies too heavily on subject material that is more tongue 
down throat than tongue in cheek. Admittedly a fan of 
the previous album for its infectious sensuality, the latest 
release, with lyrics such as “oh oh oh, erection,” make it 
impossible for me to take this album seriously. Subject 
material aside, the album also falls victim to suspiciously 
mapped-out clapping beats on nearly every other song 
and cheesy house music beats a-la Jay in Mallrats. Many 
of the tracks rely too heavily on heavy bass riffs and 
understated beats that Jane Fonda could Dancercise to. 

Stand out tracks include track four “Southern Belles 
in London Sing” for its hopped up Broadway musical 
sound, including the best violin riff of the instrument’s 
occasional appearance throughout the album. A true 
dance-punk anthem appears on track seven, “Drop Kick 
The Punks.” One can almost imagine a Michael Jackson 
“Beat It” style showdown between the synthesizer- 
wielding dancing hipsters and thrashing gutter punks. 
Track eight, “Phone Call,” transitions rather awkwardly 
into the one song that seems to speak most directly to 
the album’s purported theme of birth, while successfully 
breaking out of the formulaic arrangement of the rest 
of the songs. Abandoned and in need of attention, the 
singer asks “I need to be talked to I need to be touched 
I need you to hold me I need to feel love.” The album 
begins to fill out in the final tracks, before track ten 
“Birth” breaks the dance party high with a track so 
awkward even your middle school sex-ed teacher would 
blush at. “In the beginning there was semen” kicks off 
the final track that is relatively uninteresting and juvenile 
both musically and lyrically. Put on your dancing shoes 
and get ready to dumb it down while you get down. 
-Lynn Kelly 


The Fall 

The Real New Fall LP 
(formerly “Country on the 
Click’) 

(Narnack, 2004) 


Fuck all pretense. 
This album is fucking 
amazing. Track to track, 
this is the strongest thing 
that the Fall have done 
since This Nation’s Saving 
Grace. I feel as if I should attempt to describe it to you, 
but frankly, the Fall are better heard than discussed. If I 
tell you that it’s sloppy synths and guitars that chug along 
for 5 minutes without direction while some arrogant 
prick deadpans over the top, you may or. may not buy 
this album. Actually, whether or not you would buy it 
depends on whether or not you would have heard of 
the Fall in this hypothetical world. What Mark E. Smith 
does with the minimum of fuss is nothing short of stellar. 
Now, the most common comparison for the Fall 
is Pavement, which is not something that I have ever 
bought. | mean, from time to time you get a Pavement 
song that sounds like a Fall song, but just because the 
production is shitty and both Malkamus and Smith 
sound like pissed off zombies half the time doesn’t 
make them similar sounding. If anything, this album 
should be able to divest that notion from your head 
once and for all (if “I am Damo Suzuki” or ...Kurious 
Oranj didn’t do that for you in the first place). 
But the songs! “Green Eyed” kicks the album off 
with swirling synths rising up from silence, leading into 
some of the densest production I’ve ever heard on a Fall 
record. These songs, unlike most of the Fall’s output, 
‘sound a lot more carefully considered, without losing 
the flying-spittle, barely sublimated rage that makes the 
strong parts of their catalog so compelling. “Sparta 2X. X” 
and “Mike’s Love Hexagon” even contain similar drum 
sounds as a lot of This Nation’s Saving Grace, which is the 
Holy Grail of drum production as far as I’m concerned. 
Elsewhere, “41 Loop/Houston” takes the Fall as close to 
country music as I have heard them while “Portugal” is 
most reminiscent of the Fall’s classic 80s work. In fact, the 
only time this album stumbles is on “Mad Mock Goth,” 
which drags a bit more than most of the other tracks and 
lacks as strong a hook to pull it along. It is still not a bad 
song, by any means, but compared to the unexpected and 
thrilling turns of the rest of this record, it can’t hold up. 
So I suppose I should have some stirring 
conclusion to this whole thing, being as I have all but 
anointed this album with oils. But there is none. If 
you have been a Fall fan wandering in the desert lo 
these long years, here it is. It has been a good couple 
years for Fall fans, what with Totally Wired: The Rough 
Trade Years and this year’s 50,000 Fall Fans Can’t 
Be Wrong. Let this tiny angry man into your heart. 


-Phil Rollins 
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The Mae Shi 
Terrorbirds 
(Touch and GO) 


When I get bored and don’t feel like knitting, | end up on-line at record company 
websites. A favorite pastime of mine, | am a sucker for downloading free MP3’s. So 
when ne Rock Stars had a few for the debut Mae Shi album, I downloaded them as fast as 
can be. “Vampire Beats,” an upbeat indie-dance song with its repetitive lyrics drew me in instantly. ’m a sucker 
for this stuff and The Mae Shi were delivering with exactly what I wanted. 

A few years ago | jumped on the Ex-Model’s bandwagon and took off with them. And I still can’t get enough 
of Frog Eyes or Deerhoof so this debut by the Mae Shit seemed just what I was due for. Pulsing, funky rifts 
pegged with caustic screamo that randomly invades a song. So I bought Terrorbird after hearing one song. Big mis- 
take. 

The album starts off very well. “Power to the Power Bites Two” is catchy with its manic drum bursts and crazy 
guitar riffs but as the song progresses, it doesn’t seem like the Mae Shi can hold it together. Track two and then 
three are both named “Revelation” and I feel like they are giving me hints. I didn’t necessarily waste my money on 
this album, but it could have been better spent. 

The Mae Shi are a perfect demonstration of math rock gone bad. Their chaotic noise is often just a masking 
of their lack of talent. The song “Takoma the Dolphin Is Awol” finally demonstrates some of their ability lyrically but is 
once again nothing unique. 

The album does have a few highlights, such as “Virgin’s Diet, The Hands of Wolves” and “Do This.” Catchy and will 
draw you in, these songs almost made up for a bad debut. But still, while its fun, fragmented doesn’t always equal good. - 


Kristin Lekki 


Guided By Voices 
Half Smiles of the Decomposed 
(Matador, 2004) 


So this is it for Bob Pollard’s legendary outfit. Before I even begin my review of 
this album, I must make the obligatory disclosure that the very first GBV song I ever 
loved was “I Am a Tree” from Mag Earwhig! - arguably the first “overproduced” Guided 
by Voices album. Granted, I have never been so naive as to assume that Mag Earwhig! 
was the best GBY album, even when it was all I’d heard (that honor would later fall to 
Alien Lanes, which in my mind has always been of much higher quality.in both songs 
and consistency than the much-lauded Bee Thousand), but that can serve as a warning to Pollard-purists that I don’t 
consider the hiss to be an integral part of the GBV sound. Certainly it’s charming, but ultimately more defining in 
concept than in actual sound. Who wouldn’t love the idea of a middle-aged man deciding that he’s gonna make his 
own Who’s Next?, regardless of the equipment he has on hand or the number of listeners in the crowd? It’s Rocky X 
set in Dayton, Ohio, starring a high-school history teacher named Bob. 

But, in the spirit of full disclosure, I must make another statement. I have not heard a single moment of Guided 
by Voices music prior to Fast Japanese Spin Cycle nor after Mag Earwhig! So I suppose it could be said that I was well- 
steered through the often confusing and off-putting GBV catalog. However, I also have very little in the way of recent 
material with which to compare their latest album. Perhaps it will be unnecessary. 

So, in honesty, I feel a bit disconnected from this latest work. I have never really attempted to defend GBV on 
a musical level, and it seems odd to start now. It comes down to whether or not the songs are “good,” whatever that 

-Is. Granted, Bob Pollard does have a tendency toward bar-band rock. That bothers me not nearly so much as his 
tendency toward filler, which he has only ever escaped on Alien Lanes. And Half-Smiles of the Decomposed is no Alien 
Lanes. 

It has to be said, the second half of the album, from “Asia Minor” to “(S)Mothering and Coaching” is mostly 
worthless. Lazy criticism? Yes, probably, but not any lazier than most of those aforementioned songs. Of course, the 
closer, “Huffman Prairie Flying Field” does do some redeeming, but that’s mostly because | have a thing for endings, 
and this is the ultimate ending. 

Other than that, what is there to be said about it? It’s Guided by Voices, Daytonmotherfucking Ohio, rock and 
roll. If you’re not new to GBY and you' ve read the review this far, then you’ve probably already bought it and you're 
just looking to justify your love. If you’re new GBY, then do not start here, at the end (obviously). 

Is Boh Pollard running out of steam? Probably, but he has been, more or less, since 1996. Regardless of the 
songwriting flaws, the rational knowledge that it is time or well-past, it still makes one wistful. This is the band, 
along with Pavement and the Elephant 6 collective, that defined what “Indie” meant to me as I discovered this 
music. How much | enjoyed each album was never the point. They are the benchmark, the placeholder, for a whole 
generation of music and musicians. I heard Alien Lanes, Slanted and Enchanted, and Dusk at Cubist Castle and said, “Oh, 
this is what ‘indie’ sounds like.” And it’s clear as ever, nearly 10 years after their heyday, that a new benchmark is 
necessary and that “independent” music is changing, is changed. But it still seems fitting to pay our respects. 
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Bands Lynn Has Never Heard Of 


Interpol 


Antics 
Viatador, 2004 


Hello and* welcome to the first in a series of album: reviews that will shock and amaze you: specializing 
only in works by your favorite artist. that Pye never heard of. Though my love of musie ts strong. my 
proactive streak is lacking. The Vox would like to put my specialized: musical handicap to ase to. provide 
vou, our valued reader, with an uninformed and unbiased review of a recent work of-a, popular artist! 
The first lucky group, who despite the hype has escaped my ears, is Tnterpol with their new album Antics. 


Thick with honest guitars and supporting organ, the opening track seems to eneapsulate the mood 
of the entire album, which remains consistently somewhere in-between a tired, resignation and a sleepy 
awakening. The production is such that many levels of sound can be explored: fully and: clearly within each 
song. a quality that allows some of the later tracks to show off vich guitar melodies. The yoeals have a folksy 
(quality to them almost reminiscent of Cat Steyens’ throaty sound. Through the album the yoeals: stand out 
clearly against the rich mstrumental backdrop, which detracted more than helped the albums oyerall variety, 


Intentionally or not, the vocal melodies rarely stray outside of the same key which strangely enough is that of 
many Christian hymns. This loyalty to one key combined with distractingly abstract lyrics, makes for tedious stretches 
of songs in the middle of the album where the urge to simply allow the instrumentals to come through is strong] 
Phe first and second songs (which are also some of the most accessible) both clock in around the radio-ready time 
of three minutes and twenty seconds, subtly suggesting the possibility of broader commercial expectations. ~Not 
Even Jail” kicks off with a rewarding and seamless melting of dissonant guitar and bass into perfectly pitched 
synthesizers. Track sevén “Public Pervert stands out with a steel-guitar or ukulele lead guitar part as an example 
1! the band’s potential to experiment more with mood. The meat of the album keeps a steady pace with driyingly 
repetitious guitars underlying most of the overlaying melodies. The low point of the album for me was track nine 
“Length of Loye® which seemed to be more of a glorified ending to a song than a complete thought in itself, 


Overall, Antics is solid and at-“the very least, makes me anxious to get my hands 
jon their celebrated) debut, Turn on the Bright’ Lights. Anyone haye a copy 1 can borrow?) 


BINTERPOLANTICS 
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The Vox has made a few changes to your Short Stack. Instead of just shitting out these time-worn 
and well-worked reviews (courtesy of WTUL’s in-demand music directors), we will be dividing 
them up into three parts. First, The ““Vox Stack” is stuff that we here at the Vox think is pretty hott 
but were too fucking lazy to review ourselves. Second, the “Hott Stack” is stuff that comes on 
recommendation of the WTUL music directors but that we were too fucking lazy to even listen to. 
The rest of the reviews are albums good enough to get spins at WTUL, but perhaps not the first 
ones you want to check out this month. All for you, love. 


THE VOX STACK 


Savath and Savalas - Manana (Warp) 
The previous Savath and Savalas record 
caught most people off guard. Scott Herren’s 
sea change in sound: from post-glitch to 
Spanish laptop Bossa-folk was a great effort, 
but took some getting use to because Herren 
is such a preeminent name in IDM ~ after all, 
he is also Prefuse 73 and Delarosa and Asora. 
This time, Eva’s vocals are in place, and Herren’s laptop and guitar 
accompaniment is nothing short of amazing. | defy anyone who 
hears this record to not press the play button again, one because 
it’s a fucking good record and two because at 28 minutes it leaves 
us wondering where the rest of the record went. So sadly, | guess 
we have to call this an EP, but that might be its only flaw. [Anybody 
notice the similarity to Anmad Szabo’s “This Book is About Words’’? I heard 
that’s yet another Herren pseudonym, but I’m too lazy to research it. — Ed.] 


MaxRichter-TheBlueNotebooks(FatCat) 

Max Richter’s shimmering ‘Blue 
Notebooks’ is a near instant classie for fans 
of experimental music with minimal 20th 
century classics leanings. The icy waters of 
one of the best records of all time, Johnann 
Johannsson’s ‘Englaborn, are vibed here, as 
is the piano work of Philip Glass circa “Solo Piano’ or “The Thin 
Blue Line.’ The piano, violin, viola, cello, and processing that 
make up the musical side to this release very well compliment 
the spoken word passages of texts from Franz Kafka and Czeslaw 
Milosz. RIYL: Erik Satie, David Sylvian’s ‘Gone to Earth’ (second 
record of the 2LP set), Eno’s ambient stuff, Sigur Ros, etc 


Panda Bear - Young Prayer (PawTracks) 
While the Animal Collective’s ‘Sung Tongs’ 
offered up a skewed ayant take of the pop 
of acts like The Beach Boys (as some writers 
have said), here their member Panda Bear » 
takes that formula and strips out the pop and. * 
clutter on this very personal collection of acoustic songs. Dedicated 
to the memory of his recently passed father, the other worldliness 
of these out-folk ditties is more in line with Charlambides than 
Devendra Banhart. Fans of both will enjoy this record, though 
using the word ‘enjoy’ may be slightly ill placed. This is not 
' depressing, but the clearly introspective material isn’t for playtime. 


Giant Sand - Is All Over the Map 
(Thrill Jockey) 


Here we have another fine record from 
Howe Gelb and Giant Sand, and_ sadly 
probably another mostly ignored record 
from Howe Gelb and Giant Sand. For al - 
guy who gave Burns and Convertino o * 
Calexico their beginnings in the Tucson : 
music scene, it somehow seems unfair that he and his Giant 
Sand project is still mostly the seeret of those in the know. Those 
Calexico boys are too busy to contribute here, but their leaving 
has not detracted one bit from the consistent quality of Gelb’s 
output. | think Tom Waits fans will find a little something to like 
in here and of course fans of the Tucson sound will dig this one. 
It is a bit more rocking than the last few records he did, so be 
warned. And WTF is up with the Sex Pistols cover on track 14??? 
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THE HOTT STACK 


Eleni Karaindrou - The Weeping Meadow (ECM) 

ECM puts out the good shit all the time. This CD doesn’t haye 
any laptop soundscapes or anything, but I would put it right 

up there with the new Max Richter or even Johann Johannsson 
in terms of quality. This is a great one from Eleni Karaindrou, 
Composed as the soundtrack to a film called The Weeping 
Meadow, this stands alone just fine, somewhere between Anouar 
Brahem’s gem “Le Pas Du Chat Noir” and Evan (brother of John) 
Lurie’s totally essential “Selling Water by the Side of the River.” 
Ifyou liked the nuanced violin playing on the opening cut of the 
Schindler’s List CD, then you'll love this entire dise. And from 
the post rock direction, | can see Rachel's, Town and Country, 
L’Alwa, and other Chicago chamber rock acts fans liking this. 
Man, my top records of the year list is gonna be crowded, but you 
gotta love WTUL for bringing you this masterpiece and Dillinger 
Escape Plan all in the same month or so — two excellent records 

on opposite ends of the spectrum — and it’s all good. This is pretty 
mellow, but man is it worth it 


Dizzee Rascal - Showtime (XL) 

Give the man credit, the fame and fortune is right at his door, and 
all he had to do was ‘Fix Up Look Sharp’ again and go platinum. 
Well, this ain’t it by a long shot. This is more of what you loved 
Dizzee for in the first place, but with less of (to use his words) 
“tha glitz and glamma.” | find this one to be far more listenable 
on a whole album basis than the first one, and most of these 
cuts are really tight and stand well alone. I felt that there was 
a little hype asseciated with the last one, but the slate is wiped 
clean with this complete and consistent record. This is the one 
that will convince the music snobs while not losing (much) 
momentum and maybe he can cross over on the next record. 


Kos - Joyful Rebellion (Astralwerks) 

From the promo company’s one sheet that came with this release, 
I wasn’t expecting much from an ‘innovative hybrid of reggac, 
jazz, and rock, imbued with a spiritual awareness absent from 
mainstream hip hop’ — because that just sounded long winded 
and ‘phony. While it’s not fully true, it’s not fully false cither. 
This is quite nice, refreshing, and yes — even innovative. It’s a 
strong listen straight through; I was pretty much glued to the 
chair. This has some indie rock structure (and Kos even lifted 
some Cat Power lyrics straight up on the tenth eut, check it) and 
lots of different musical flavorings from track to track. While 
the music is all over the map, Kos never let’s the proceedings 
decay into, well, chaos. All the way through this is tight. 


Thalia Zedek - Trust Not Those... (Thrill Jockey) 

There is much beauty in the broken, tragic solo work of Thalia 
Zedek. Formerly of Live Skull and Come (with Codeine’s Chris 
Brokaw), Zedek’s voice is fairly recognizable to indie rock fans, 
but she seems to have found a slightly different muse with her 
solo stuff. Starting with her Matador record in 2001, I got the 
image of a tired cabaret singer in Berlin in the 30s right before 
things were to get bad —~ maybe it was that I had recently watched 
the Bogarde / Rampling film ‘Nightporter’ for the first time right 
around then, but the reference has stuck with me. The longing is 
in her voice, it’s in the somehow almost apocalyptic drumming 
she manages to get out of people, and it’s certainly in the strings 
(and Harris Newman’s informed lap steel playing on the third 
cut). All in all, this is a truly beautiful if sometimes sad record. 


Mark Rae - Into the Depths (Grand Central) 

Mark Rae is a DJ and producer who was half of the duo 
Rae and Christian, who put out some nice if not too popular 
records over the years recently. Here he pushed out into the 
world a nicely realized record that combines funk, soul, and 
jazz elements into a truly enjoyable mixture. There is not a 
weak cut in the bunch, and fans of everything from Portishead 
to Morcheeba to The SOS Band to Bobby Womack will really 
like this. 1 really can’t make this point enough, that this record 
has such an accomplished feel to it for me — something that, 
while strong, his older records lacked in the larger sense. 


Devendra Banhart - Nino Rojo (Young God) 

You know it’s really easy to take this music for granted. Devendra 
Banhart is such a natural talent, that when you hear it — it’s 
almost alarming. Clearly the masses are waking up to this fact as 
well — popular singer Nora Jones is championing Banhart’s work 
and nominating him for prizes and whatnot. The one thing that 
worked against him, the fact that hipsters were name dropping it 
left and right to the extent of turning people off to his name — has 
long ago died out and now we are left with the songs. And what a 
collection of sings it is! Starting with a cover of Ella Jenkins (check 
her out, she has a ton of records out on Smithsonian Folkways 
records and we have a few | am sure and if not | can make a 
burn of one | have) and going from there, | defy anyone to find a 
weak song in this bunch. True, new / out,/ avant / whatever folk is 
hott right now and has been for like a year, but you can’t dismiss 
the quality of this record, or most of the artists on his curated 
‘Golden Apples of the Sun’ compilation we have in merits as well. 


Viva Voce - The Heat Can Melt Your Brain (Minty Fresh) 

I was erazy about their last one, and this one is just as great if not 
better. Viva Voce plays delicious pop music that is a great balance 
between the bedroom and the studio. Hints of lo fi rub shoulders 
with obvious musical proficiency to appeal to fans of both lo fi and 
pure pop on this strong effort from the Portland Oregon couple. 


THE SHORT STACK 


Karate - Pockets (Southern) 

I had sat through this record three times before | remembered 
I had to write a review. It’s been a good while since | enjoyed 
a Karate record this much. Their particular blend of ever 
so slightly groovy, almost jazzy, indie rock is distinguishable 
mostly because of Geoff Farina’s voice, but there is much 
to like in general about this band. It certainly is tasty. 


Memphis - I Dreamed We Fell Apart (Paper Bag) 

Memphis is a side project of the band Stars. While Stars is a lot 
more on the synth-pop tip, Memphis goes for a kinder, gentler 
sound a la early Trembling Blue Stars. or Her Space Holiday. 
After a first listen | wasn’t really that impressed with this but 
on second listen it does have its moments, and almost twenty 
years may be just enough time (or is it?) to let them get away 
with covering a Pet Shop Boys song. Note the word ‘wistful’ 
appears in the promo company’s review of this, uh, wistful record. 


Faun Fables - Mother Twilight (Drag City) 
This is the second of Drag City’s two reissues of Faun Fables early 
work. But, instead of fitting right in line as the connecting point 
between the first and third releases, this one seems to stand out of 
the trio as the most out-folk one of the bunch. A bit more psych, 
and a bit more earthy than the others, this is the one that should 
appeal most to the Devendra fans out there. There is a quality of 
earthiness to some of these cuts that, to me, evokes some similar 
yibed moments on Heart’s ‘Dreamboat Annie’ record — in the 
sense of an almost feigned naturalistic point of view, but in both 
Dawn the Fawn and The Wilson sisters case, they seem content to 
just play with the notion and move on. Of course, Dawn clearly 
moved deeper into the forest from here, and a dark one at that. 


Awesome Animal Ambulance - This is Sour— Lemon 
Peel (Aurora Seven) 

Awesome Animal Ambulance is a silly band name, but it suits the 
silly sounds that are found within. Showing up at the twee pop 
party WAY too late but somehow pulling it off like a lo fi Bareelona 
/ Wolfie tribute band, this is harmless fun. Play with twee pop, 
bedroom pop, or a mouthful of sweets bought at the Asian market. 


Whirlwind Heat - Flamingo Honey (Dim Mak) 

So the first time I sat through this release | thought there was 
something wrong with the disc because it seemed to stop after like 
10 minutes. After that happened the second time, | realized that the 
whole record is only ten minutes long. Um, yeah, so anyway, this is 
pretty good indie rock. A touch of fuzz plus a touch of Grandaddy 
plus a tiny pinch of freak-out a la Les Savy Fay (lite) seems to be 
the formula on this EP. It’s good, | just wish there was more of it. 


Bookmobile - Keys (Woodson Lateral) 

Bookmobile plays nice, catchy [DM that is not as all over the place 
as Matmos, not as organic as Four Tet, and not as glitch laden as 
older Kid 606, though they somehow assimilate elements of all 
three into a decidedly pleasant trip through the genres, This is 
pretty thoughtful stuff, but not bookish or academic sounding, so 
it should appeal to a wide range of music fans, | would guess. Some 
of the mellower cuts even remind me of that nice Bexar Bexar CD. 


Blues Explosion - Damage (Sanctuary) 

It seems that Jon Spencer is blindly dedicated to basically the 
same formulawhen it comes to his band The Blues Explosion. 
The Delta Blues meets garage rock meets Elvis thing has 
certainly had some memorable hitsover the years, but the last 
few records really didn’t impress too many people who had 
grown a bit weary of the whole thing. Which is why | find it odd 
that here | am praising this new record. Once again, it’s more 
of the same, but there is something right below the surface that 
clearly sings of rebirth, and the sound has a fresh feel to it that 
makes this record their most listenable one since Orange. One 
difference is that the pacing is slowed.down in a few spots, and 
it suits them well — the rocking cuts juxtapose nicely in the mix. 


Frog Eyes - The Folded Palm (Absolutely Kosher) 

Frog Eyes is back with their third release, this time on Absolutely 
Kosher, a good label which has released Mountain Goats records 
in the past. While it must be said that the British Columbia based 
act isn’t doing anything new as compared to their last two records, 
that is not at all a bad thing. At this point, people aren't really 
burnt out on their theatrical, Beefheart-like freak rock, so there’s 
really no problem. Freaks like Zappa, Blackout Beach, Key of Z, etc. 


Lateduster - Easy Pieces (Merck) 

Well who would have thunk it? Here we have a true all star line 
of avant hip hop artists on a label that puts out electronic music 
turning in one of the better instrumental post rock records of the 
year. File under: WTF? Andrew Broder, who records as Fog for 
Ninja Tune, and Martin Dosh, who records as Dosh for Anticon 
anchor this quartet from Minnesota. It’s not as organic as Tortoise 
or as rocking as Mogwai, but clearly both are an influence. This 
must be one of the surprises of the year, if nothing else for the weird 
juxtaposition of talent/ label / sound. This isn’ta classic or anything, 
but it’s a pretty good effort and | think lots of people will like it. 


Client - City (Mute) 

First of all, after about three songs | thought | was about to crash and 
burn on this record, as in get really sick of it really quick — but that 
never happened, and in the end | sorta liked it quite a bit. Teetering 
right on the brink of repetitive sound syndrome, the girls of Client 
play music that people like to think came from the 80s, but once 
again thelove of the concept of that decade blurs the truth - the 
actual synth based music that was out at the time sounds nothing 
like this. This is quite close to Ladytron, with a bit less detachment 
and nods to Adult, Joy Division, and maybe even Peaches, thrown 


in for good measure. There are guest appearances by a couple of 


Libertines and good old Martin Gore from Depeche Mode ~ for 
that authentic 80s connection, | guess. The upbeat cuts are quite 
distinct from the slower ones, and perhaps a slightly different 
song order would have made this record an even better listen. 
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Travis Morrison - Travistan (Barsuk) 

Having an unconditional love for all things Dismemberment Plan, 
I was a Little nervous to hear Travis’ solo album after their drawn- 
out break-up. There’s always that fear that the frontman solo album 
is gonna be absolute shit and never live up to the original band’s 
work, but | think in this case it’s gonna be ok. If you’re already a 
fan, this is very Travis, if that makes sense. It’s still along the same 
lines as the Plan (RIP), but all his zany Tendencies are allowed to be 
fully developed. Perfect touches of keyboard, Intermittent drum 
machines, etc. His solo songs seem wordier than the Plan’s—every 
song is filled to the brim with lyrics. The lyrics are political, but 
not in an “Anyone but W/Four more years” kinda way. He prefers 
to dig into the turmoil of the last 3 years and the “personal and 
metaphorical melancholy and uncertainty that pulses under 
much of this country’s current anger and distrust.” And he can 
make you boogie, so all the better. #1,5, 9, 13 are all short songs 
about the characters that appear on American coinage. Enjoy! . 


The Faint - Wet From Birth (Saddle Creek) 

According to the band, the title of the album refers to the 
saying “’wet behind the ears, which is usually said of people 
who are naive or immature; we thought that this seemed to fit 
an album of genre jumping and tongue-in- cheek lyrics.” This 
album does jump around, with random additions of strings 
and various other instruments, but the beat is consistently 
driving from song to song, The lyrics are tongue-in-cheek, and 
rather scene-y, with an instance of current events discussion 
(#6). #10 tells the story of the journey of the semen. No joke. 


Junior Boys - Last Exit (Domino) 

The thing about ‘electro-pop’ is that it can easily get tot his point 
where it seems overblown or worse, affected. But then again, that 
was the point for the so-called New Romantic movement of the 
80s (Are we nearing the day it’s as hip to name drop Midge Ure as 
it is to mention James Chance? As they say in French, my visage 
contorts with anticipation). Veiled references aside, it’s a fine line 
to walk between the cheese and the cheddar, and the Junior Boys 
are on the good side. To be fair, this has to be a guilty pleasure, 
but a pleasure nonetheless. Depeche Mode and Telefon Tel Aviv 
are two quick and easy points of reference, but with remixers like 
Fennesz and Manitoba on the bonus dise, you can’t just write this 
off. Plus, it’s on Domino (bonus!), home of many a hott beat, but 
it could have also been on Morr or Tomlab. It really needs to be 
said again, this is a guilty pleasure all around, but they never go 
all out on the retro tip, as there is something very modern about 
this release that | think any trained ear will pick up on quite easily. 


Wolf Eyes - Burned Mind (Sub Pop) 

There is something sick and deranged about this new Wolf 
yes record (even though it isn’t as ‘hard’ as pure noise music 
like Whitehouse or Kevin Drumm), and | never want to sit 
through it again. Forty two minutes and change of a root 
canal with no anesthetic is way more preferable to this disc. 
In a word: brutal. | have no idea WTF Sub Pop was thinking 
signing these guys, except maybe the strongest street cred they 
ever had, hands down. Play this, even better — if we had the 
technology, play this backwards. This is hot with, like, infinity 
“T's. RIYL: scumecore, getting run over by a train, Ebola, ete. 


Alice Coltrane - Translinear Light (Impulse) 

Sometimes the news itself of an event eclipses the actual event. 
Case in point: Alice Coltrane, widow of musical legend John 
Coltrane, releases her first record in 26 years or so. Adding to the 
story is that her son, noted talent Rayi Coltrane, will be playing on 
and producing the sessions. With such a huge event, it sometimes 
makes expectations rise to unattainable levels. This is a good, 
strong jazz effort with lots of varied influences, but it may hard to 
focus on the music on such a monumental occasion as this release. 


Jeff Kaiser and Brad Dutz - The Order of Her Bones 
(p{Mentum) 

This is a fairly listenable experimental CD from Jeff Kaiser and 
Brad Dutz. Kaiser’s trumpets and flugelhorns play (and that is 
certainly the right word) with Dutz’s dazzlingly wide array of 
percussive instruments to create a landscape that is half avant 
garde and half playful soundtrack to an old school cartoon, 
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Bill Laswell - Version 2 Version (ROIR) 

Bill Laswell is, or should I say was, the king of out-dub for many 
years, serving as a bridge to the more home grown sounds of 
Lee Perry and King Tubby, among others. His thunder has been 
stolen in recent years by Ryan Moore of Twilight Circus Dub 
Sound System fame, but there is always room on the boom for 
one more eat, and Laswell makes a nice statement with this work. 
Teaming up with new(er) blood Karsh Kale, as well as old timers 
Bernie Worrell and Jah Wobble, this is a bit more cosmic than 
Twilight Circus, but clearly the two belong on the same shelf. 


Various Artists - Little Darla Has a Treat for You 22 (Darla) 
Darla records, a label and mail order company, has been 
putting out these consistently good ‘Little Darla’ compilations 
for years and years. This is, after all, volume 22. They tend 
to stray towards the shoegazer, popgazer, and light electro 
slash IDM type stuff for their releases, and the comps usually 
have a bit more variety, as this one indeed does — this one 
in particular has quite a bit of non-US based acts on. it. 


Elvis Costello and the Imposters - The Delivery Man 
(Lost Highway) 


I really liked the last Elvis Costello record, an accomplished, 
mature pop record that he couldn’t have made in his younger years, 
and when I heard that he was going to be pointing back to some 
of his older material for this new record, | was a bit concerned 
that he wasn’t going to be able to find his groove. However, quite 
the opposite is true. At home with Lucinda Williams and other 
established acts on the Lost Highway label, Costello has quite 
nicely fit together several pieces of a puzzle that has been laid 
out over a three decade long career. We have a bit of the rocking 
early stuff, there is a dash of bluesy rock, a touch of balladry, a 
pinch of twang, and a hint of power pop even. Amazingly, it all 
hangs together really well, and while it’s true that he’s not going 
to be getting the MTV spins he got 20 years ago, this record will 
find it’s audience and doesn’t really need that exposure anyway. 


Tom Waits - Real Gone (Anti) 

Much like the Interpol ‘review’ from last week, | could have 
a recipe here for a Singapore Sling or some other exotic 
shore leave beverage and it wouldn’t affect the number ospins 
of this record. Tom Waits doesn’t put records out with the 
frequency he did in the 70’s or 80's, and so when he does 
people usually take special note. This one is very much like 
his work in the 80's, specifically on records like Rain Dogs and 
Swordfishtrombones. There is a gritty edge here that was a tiny 
bit downplayed on the ones from a few years ago, and a genuine 
rawness that Mule Variations seemed to lack at times. Now, those 
are all still good records, but | think the purists will accept this 
one more readily and more quickly than the last few. And, | 
shouldn’t even mention it to jinx us, since he hasn’t played here 
since 1980, but there is an as yet unrouted tour planned for 2005. 


Saturday Looks Good To Me - Every Night (Polyvinyl) 
Fifth full-length of perfectly sweet lo-fi indie pop from Michigan’s 
SLGTM Is another Phil Spector/Brian Wilson worship session, but 
this time there’s Less reverb, | think that’s kind of unfortunate. But 
the alternation between Girl and boy vocals keeps things interesting 
from song to song. This is another well-made album, with just the 


right amount of 60s nostalgia without being a gimmick. RIYL: 
His Name is Alive, Pas/Cal, Tilly and the Wall, The Aisler Set 


Le Tigre - This Island (Universal) 

You know Le Tigre always brings the hotness, but now 
it’s major label Hotness (?!). Lots of fury, and just as many 
keyboards, and they may have cornered the market on dace 
beats/ guitar-driven punk hybrids. This album does feel really 
sleek, though, which is a littke disappointing. Is what you’ve 
come to expect form Le Tigre, | just wish it was more grit, less 
gloss. #8 is an: anti-war bit, with a protest march atmosphere 


Quintron - The Frog Tape (Rhinestone / Skin Graft) 

This is a reissue of a cassette only release that was available 
I think at the Quintron 1997 or 1998 Halloween bash at his 
house. I was at both but [ can’t remember which one. Then 
for a while it was on sale at Underground Sounds. Here, Skin 
Graft gives it the reissue treatment, and it is sounding as 
good as ever. Moderately paced organ solos, and, well, frogs 
— just what the title says. The second side of the tape (which 
I have but never sat through all the way) is nothing but 
frogs recorded from behind Q’s house one particular night. 


Home Video - Citizen (Warp) 

New Orleans’ own Home Video (David Gross and Collin 
Ruffino) return to follow up their 2 song 10” with this 5 song 
CD, once again on the respected UK based Warp imprint. The 
boys have a strong Radiohead (at least the more electronic 
based cuts of Radiohead’s last few records) vibe about them; 
with some Telefon Tel Aviv styled vibes thrown in the mix for 
good measure. This is accomplished stuff, and it’s just this side 
of being polished enough to actually have a chance to cross 
over. Looks like our home grown electronic acts (HV and 
TTA) may be reaching a larger audience in the coming years. 


Pinback - Summer in Abandon (Touch and Go) 

3rd album (1st on Touch and Go) from West coast superduo 
Armistead Burwell Smith IV and Rob Crow. More of the 
intelligent songwriting and on-target Pop sensibilities you've 
come to expect form Pinback. Recorded in Smith’s house, 
the album has the gentle feel of homegrown songs, with 
delicate layers of instruments and the two’s contrasting 
vocals. There’s a slight feeling of melancholy throughout 
the album, but it doesn’t weigh the songs down. This brand 
of dreamy indie rock will accompany nicely an autumn 
sunset...enjoy! RIYL: The Shins, Beulah, Built to Spill 


Mosquitos - Sunshine Barato (Bar None) 

NYC’s Mosquitos playa light, breezy, bossa nova informed indie 
pop that quite a few people picked up on with their 2003 debut. 
This record is more consistent when compared with the first 
one, seeming more focused and more balanced overall. This 
is a good listen and is a good ‘summery record, but one thing 
bothers me about this band: after seeing them live twice, once 
in NYC with Nick and once in LA, they seem very insincere 
with their delivery and it really causes me to be a bit skeptical 
when approaching their music. The music itself is fine, but | 
can’t fully forget the bad taste that live shows left in my head. 


If this seems like a bit of overkill, keep a 
couple of things in mind. 1) We’ve been out 
of the loop for a while, and need to make 
up for lost time. 2) An inordinate number of 
quite hot records have been coming out re- 
cently. 3) If we don’t do album reviews, we 
have no idea what the hell we’re going to 
write about. 


Engine Down ~ s/t (Lookout) 

The ex-members of Sleepytime Trio and my _ fellow 
Virginians of Engine Down bring you another album of 
driving emocore. I use the “e” word hesitantly, cause I 
know that scares some people off. But I think both fans of 
the genre and others can like this. The bass is weighty, the 
mood dark, the vocals a bit restrained on this, their most 
“produced” album. RIYL: Sparta, Pretty Girls Make Graves 


The Delgados - Universal Audio (Chemikal Underground) 
With Universal Audio, the Delgados present an accomplished 
album of broad soundscapes with an overall upbeat 
feeling. It’s not cheery and sunny, but it'll put at least a 
slight grin on your face. They’re a lucky band with 2 great 
sets of vocals, and both the male and female vocals are well 
showeased. RIYL: Mercury Rey, Shins, Belle & Sebastian 


lurducken Productions Presents... 
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Past Show Review: 
Engine Down 


by Kristin Lekki 


Two years ago, when Hurricane Isidore was heading 
toward New Orleans and Tulane cancelled school, 
I didn’t take anyone’s advice and fled the city with 
a friend, driving seventeen hours straight to South 
Florida. Nothing was destroyed, there was some minor 
flooding, and our “evacuation” was pointless. A week 
later Hurricane Lily came to shore and I weathered it 
out in my sturdy brick apartment. 


This year, with a category four hurricane blowing 
toward this little swamp, I once again followed the 
masses and “evacuated” but this time to Columbia, 
Missouri. The hurricane’s projected path was the to the 
northeast, so it made sense to head due north missing 
the traffic to the west and the floods to the east. 

Our 12 hour drive to the homeland of Mizzo was equal 
to many of my friends’ drives to Lake Charles, minus 
the unique bonding experience of being surrounded 

by the same people on the same 
stretch of highway. 

Natural disasters don’t ever 
seem to come at opportune 
times; such as during midterms 
or finals because the day after 
the voluntary evacuations were 
announced, The Walkmen 

and My Morning Jacket were 
supposed to play. So driving to 
Missouri, while excited about the 
opportunity to see a friend, also 
left me with an overwhelming 
sadness. The shows would be 
cancelled and there would go 
my chance to have to choose 
between two great shows. 
Having resigned myself to five 
days in Missouri without anything but CD’s, I arrived in 
Columbia. 


A small town, home to Missouri State University’s 
23,000 students, there is an overabundance of vintage 


meme 


‘Decemberists, would be playing soon after I left. Smack 


in the middle of the Bible belt, What was this wondrous 
land that I had found myself? 


Wilco, fulfilling their cancelled show reimbursements, 
had sold out months earlier, but These Arms Are 
Snakes and Engine Down were playing in a Mermaid 
Lounge-esque venue and probably wouldn't sell out on 
a Wednesday night show. 

These Arms Are Snakes, my main interest in going to 
the show, was playing second and unlike the Mermaid, 
actually played on time causing us to arrive in the 
middle of their last song. And it was a brilliant ending, 
but extremely anti-climatic. Since we had just paid to 
get in, we figured we would schmooze with the locals 
and stick around for Engine Down. 


Engine Down, on Lookout Records, is from Richmond, 
Virginia and has never been a band I dislike, just never 
been a band I was overly impressed 
with. Their CD that came out in 2002 
“Demure” was fantastic but their 
latest was nothing thrilling. Now 

on tour with their latest album I 
expected mediocre at best. 

They took stage and began to play. 

I guess I got stuck in a crowd of 
hipsters because I was the only one 
shaking my hips to this rhythmic 
rock, After their first song, they told 
a touring horror story. Not only 
haying their van broken into, but 
stolen, along with their trailer, full 

of equipment. They had lost their 
“instruments, shirts, and virginity” 
somewhere in Arkansas. Using These 
Arms Are Snakes’ equipment, Engine Down continued 
to play more off their new album and raised my opinion 
of them. They are full of energy and even without 
crowd feedback, still seemed to have fun. 

To help the poor guys out, my friends and I bought 


stores and record shops. And live music. Many brightly ‘their new album after the show. I really enjoyed seeing 


colored fliers advertising a Calexico & Wilco show 

that night and a These Arms Are Snakes and Engine 
Down the following night greeted my arrival. The Beep 
Beep, The Gris Gris, Captured! By Robots, and the 
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them live and can’t wait to again, but the album didn’t 
last more than two tracks in my cd player for the drive 
back to New Orleans. 


Engine Down will be playing at Twiropa on Octover 27 


upcoming. show. reviews.. 


Q October 


Blonde Redhead 
Ambient girl singing. I love driving to this cd. Should be a fun show to stand through. And the Liars dropped the tour. I don’t 
know. 
HOB, 9pm 


Kiss of Dead, Take Em Down, Cold Dead Hands 9 
TKOD is from Allentown Pennyslyvania and is a hardcore band that is similar to Eyehategod and consists of members from. 
Sever the Fever, Turmoil, and Dragon Green. 
Dixie Tavern lOpm 


One Reason, The Ghostwood 
They know you can’t get enough of that good ol’ Plan-It-X punk rock, so it just keeps on comin. 
825 6th St., 7pm 


Mouse on Mars, Ratatat, Junior Boys 
Phil’s band was stood up by Ratatat at a venue in L.A., so we’re boycotting this....technically. Ignoring that fact, I think Mouse 
on Mars is still touring on their “Rost Pocks: The EP Collection” album that came out in 2003. You'll probably see people 
dancing. Maybe you will even dance too. 
Twiropa, 9pm 


Division of Laura Lee, Your Enemies Friends 1 8 
Ignoring the continual combination of Sweden= Hives sounding, the D.O.L.L. could be a great show. Fast paced, and a smorgas- 
borg of sounds, DOLL could keep you active and awake. Meant to be heard live, DOLL is supposed to be worth your 4 bucks 
or 8. or... yeah... ; 
Mermaid Lounge 9pm 
20 The Toasters, Fatter Than Albert 
The Toasters, a bit of some good old ska, will keep your blood flowing. AND! they’re playing with a good local ea band. 
Tipitina’s, 8pm 


Circle Takes the Square, Searching for Chin, 2 6 


Rat in a Bucket, The Ghostwood 
They are playing in Baton Rouge the day before and Monroe on the 24th if you are a fan like Bruce Willis. Great hardcore. 


End of Banks, 7pm sharp. 
pA ye Leo and the Pharmacists, Engine Down 


We've heard he’s great live. That’s the only reason we could come up with for why we want to go to this show. Well, andy we 
like him too. Alot. Yes. That’s it. 
Twiropa, lOpm 


apalm Death, Goatwhore, Vader 
Well, I was all about this show, because wie uld be ‘wrong with a night of Naplam Death and Goatwhore. Nothing! my point 
exactly. But then I was looking through all the calenders to find out what was coming up and PGMG’s is going to be playing 


the same night... So this one is a tough call. I’ve seen Death Cab a few times and same with P.G.M.G, but how often does one 
5 8 get to see Goatwhore and Napalm Death TOGETHER! ! 


Howling Wolf, 1Opm 
Death Cab For Cutie, Pretty Girls Make Graves 


Some classics here among the WTUL crowd. With the large number of DJ’s these past few years I’m sure if you threw a rock 
you’d give at least one DJ a concussion. 
Tipitina’s, 1Opm 


November 5 


The Pietasters 
Some good homegrown ska, folks. Bring memories flooding back from middle school. Or high school. Go and dacnce your bled 
off. 
f ] Howling Wolf, 1Opm 


Q and Not U, Tragic Girls End up Like This. ertos 
Phil and I both attended the Q and Not U show at Mama’s Blues last year. It was, in my opinion, hands down, one of the best 
shows I went to last year and I would be lying if I said I wasn’t waiting with baited breath ‘til November 7th. And they have 
those good cookers opening for them. Tremendous. 
Twiropa, 9pm. ihe Vox 29. 
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REVOLVER 
22. KILLERS 
23. FIERY FURNANCE 
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